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The young man had been run over In the
street, ar.d he was brought to the hos-

pital on a rolicc-stretche- r. Swiftly he wa3
thon carried by the hospital attendants
alone; the echoing", flagged corridor, and
up fiUIit after flight of stono stairs. As
thoy went they encountered many silent
ft male figures it was the time oZ changing
nurses so that a fanciful stranger mlgh
well have thought of the stairway reach-
ing from earth to heaven, on which the
angels of Gol were seen ascending and
deFoendir..

An observant stranger, too, might have
noted the peculiar odors that hung abou'
the stair3 and passages, a3 if the ghosts
of medicines escaped from the chemists
bottles were hovering In the air. Hut the
stranger cn the stretcher was not observ-
ant; his ryes were closed, his whito fact
weis drawn with acute pain, end the only
a?!'jrance of life In him was tUo subdued
moaning that escaped with his breath; aru
he was borno unheeding Into . the larfir
and lofty Barnabas ward tha abode ol
silonce and sickness, where either death ot
renewed life was certain to come to him.

The assistant to tho chief surgeon ol
the wnrd, who was resident near by, ha
been Font for. He came; and then there
was In the ward a scene of swift, orderly,
and almost soundless action. There was a
screen round the bod on which the stranger
had been laid, and there was a strong light
upon it. "Within the screen .wero tjne sur-
geon and his dresser, the sister and the
right nurse all alert, eager, self-possesse- d,

bending over tho bed. There arose th
smell of chloroform on the a!r. There cam
the flash of the knife in the skilled hand
of the surgeon, and then tho deft, assurer'
binding and bandaging and the operation
was over.

An hour later the Barnabas ward was
silent and dark save for the light of the
fire and cf a shaded lamp, by which, within
a screen, the night nurse was conning her
list of night duties. The evening was just
begun out of doors shop fronts were still
faring, taverns were becoming noisy, and
triliiantly-ll- t theaters and music hall3 had
fettled down to business but here night
and darkness had long set In. Indeed, in
these beds of. languishing which stretched
away dowii either side of the ward night
was scarcely to be distinguished from. day,
save for the sunlight and the occasional
excitement of the doctor's visit. And many
there were who cried to themselves In the
morning, "Would God it were evening!"
and in the evening, "Would God it were
morning!" But there was yet thl3 other
difference, that-diseas- e and doctor, fear
and hope, goss.ip and grumbling, newspaper
and Bible and tract, were ill forgotten In
the night, for some time at least, and
nature's kind restorer, sleep, went softly
round among the beds and soothed the
weary spirits into peace.

While sleep and darkness thus reigned,
there entered into the ward a tall young
man. He was fair and good-lookin- g, and
he had a brisk and cheerful countenance.
He was a doctor; but he was not there at
the moment officially. lie had been house
surgeon, but his duties as such had ended
several days before, and he was In process
ot bidding a lingering adieu to the hispital
before he departed as an army surgeon to
India. He walked up the familiar way be-

tween the beds till he reached the screen
and the shaded lamp. He was behind the
right nurse. He surveyed her a mome.it

and she was certainly very agreeable to
lock upon and then he bent over her chair
and put his lips to her ear.

Oh, how you startled me!" Ehe ex-

claimed In a low, soft voice.
That could hardly be true; for his steps

had been quite audible, and she showed no
sign of alarm, but rather a smile of pleas-
ure. The fib may be forgiven her, however,
for she was plainly In love; she put up
h'-- r hand and had It clasped In his, and
let it remain so.

"What's doing, dear?" said he. "Are you
going to have a comfy night?" and he bent
his head with his cheek1 against hers, to
look at her list of duties medicines to be
given and poultices applied at certain reg-

ular intervals to some patients, and nour-

ishment to be glvn to others, and number
so-and-- so to be assiduously watched, etc

"It'll be a pretty hard night. Jack," she
answered. "A terrible accident was
brought In an hour ago and operated on;
a young man; a gentleman, evidently."

"What has happened?" he asked.
Fho described as learnedly as a doctor

the horrible condition of the young man,
who had beer, run over; but you would not
understand her words if I set them down.

Jack Urquhart was her lover, but he was
first of all a surgeon, profoundly interest-

ed in hl3 profession. When he heard of
the accident described he was erect and at-

tentive.
"I should like to see him," he said.
"You shall," she replied.
She rose, and together they stepped to

the bed, which was still surrounded by a
screen and which wa3 close at hand. He
turred on the electric light fixed at the
head of tho be5. shading It with his hand
from tl;A face of the patient. The young
man stetned asleep; at any rate the chlo-

roform had not yet let go its hold on him;
it still kept him drowsed, and it was imp-

ishly twistiriiT the muscles of his face and
n k, catching him by the throat and flut-

ter!: his breath.
"Uood heavers." he exclaimed in a whis-

per, when h had gazed an Instant. "It's
Cecil my cousin Cecil!"

He seemed transfixed with astonish-
ment that the nurse, noting signs of rest-
lessness Ir. her patient, leaned behind Mr.
Urquhart and turned off the light.

"Cor:e away. Jack," she whispered, "and
tell me."

She took him by the arm and led him
back to the privacy of her own screen.
They sat down together and sat quite
silent for a moment in the great, breath-
ing hush of sickness gathered about them.
At first Jack Urquhart was vague and won-
dering.

"I can't think," ho murmured, "what
Cecil can have been dolns down here." (The
hospital Is in a poor and remote part of
London.) "He can't have been coming to
look for me. because he can't have known
I am here. I haven't seen him fcr years,
cud I should have thought he was too preat
a swell ever to have left the "West End."

"But tell me. Jack," said shs. "tell me
who he is exactly. I don't remember. Has
he the same name as you?"

"Yes." be answered. "Urquhart. We are
nephews of th? same uncle," he added, with
a smile.

"Oki Sir Richard, that you've told me
about?" she queried.

"Th? same," he answered "the absurdly
rich Sir Ilk-har- whose heir I should be if
Cecil did not come before me with his
extra month of life. That'3 all. Cecil was
born In April, and I was bom in May. I
believe It's really U rs than a month; but titany rate Cecil r.Iil have evjrythlr.j an! I'll

have nothing except, perhaps, enough to
buy a mourning ring for my dear, departed
uncle and he must depart very soon."

"It seems very silly," said she, "that a
month should make such a difference be-
tween you! Property," she added, very
resolutely, "should be equally divided."

"Ah." he laughed softly, "you're a little
Socialist, Mary. Unfortunately, Sir Rich-
ard even can't help himself In the matter.
The Urquhart property Is what lawyers
call entailed; It must go to tho nearest
male heir. That could only be altered with
the consent of the heir; and Cecil Is not
likely to alter, or to agree to altering, an
arrangement which makes him all right."

"And you all wrong," exclaimed Mary,
with indignation.

"Yes," echoed Jack, carelessly, "and me
all wrong. Never mind, love," ho added,
giving her a, tender embrace, "we'll live
to pnt in all right. Walt till I'm a swell
surgeon in Brook street or Harley street,
commanding fees of a hundred or a thou-
sand pounds."

"Meantime, when you come back from
India," said Mary, "you'll have to settle
down as a general practitioner with half-crow- n

fees, medicine included."
"Oh, Mary," he protested, as If hurt.

"There seems to be a want of confidence
abroad in my ability."

"No, Jack, my dearest," said Mary, with
a strong, thrilling note of feeling in her
voice. "But you know well enough It's
not, ability that gets you on. Don't I re-
member my own poor dear father, worked,
to death as a general practitioner in a poor
neighborhood? He would never take money
from the poor, and they thronged to him
and prayed for blessings on his head; but
that did not find us In bread and butter."

"Your father, Mary, was the dearest old
boy in the world said Jac'k, "and you
are the dearest girl."

"Of course I arc," said she with a smile,
"or I should have nothing to say to such
a dear old idle as Jack Urquhart Is."

"Walt till I am Sir John Urquhart,
to her Majesty, and you

are Lady Urquhart; then you won't call
me an cM Idiot."

"I said 'dear old idiot, " she corrected,
taking his head between her hands and
kissing the tip of his nose. "Now be good."

"By the way," said he, when he had in-

sisted on embracing her again, ""Cecil used
to be thought to have rather a shaky heart.
How did he take the chloroform?"

"He tool: it all right," she answered.
"But you know Mr. Goldlns: (the operat-
ing surgeon) Is always most careful. Ho
discovered the weakness of the -- heart, end
I have to give injections of ether every
half-ho- ur to keep it at work. I had Just
given one before you came."

"Poor chap!" murmured Jack, thought-
fully.' "I hope he'll pull through!" Mary
said nothing, but she eagerly scrutinized
his downcast face. "Well," said he, be-

stirring himself, "I must be going. But
.1 won't be able to sleep for thinking of
him. You'll let me come back in two or
three hours to see how he is getting on?"
"If you like," she made answer.

II.
A few seconds thereafter nurse Mary Lin-

ton sat alone in the shade of her lamp
behind her screen. She was gazing into va-

cancy, her cheek on her hand, and she was
thinking wildly. It has been .wisely said
that love, which to a man Is but an episode
or at best a part of his life, is a woman's
whole existence. Mary Linton believed that
Jack Urquhart loved her; but there could
be no doubt that his profession counted
with him beforo his love. He was a dear
fellow the dearest in the world and she
trusted him Implicitly; but he was going
off to India to practice his profession under
the most difficult circumstances, exposed
to the greatest dangers and with the barest
prospect of bettering his condition. He
would either desire her to go out there to
marry him or he? would come home as poor
as when he went away in all but experi-
ence, to set up as a general practitioner
with a house and a wife in some busy,
humble neighborhood. She knew that in
either case she could not she would not
refuse him.

But. oh! she feared the life she knew she
must lead. Was she not the daughter of a
general practitioner? And did she not re-
member how fierce, how bitter, how heart-
breaking had been the struggle to maintain
the necessary show of respectability to get
food and clothing and education for a fam-
ily? Had she not, moreover, sisters and
brothers younger than herself whom she
had always dreamed of helping generously?
And how could she do that aa the wife of
a struggling general practitioner? The iron
of poverty had entered into Mary Linton's
warm heart and made her bitterly prac-
tical.

She took her hand from her cheek, sat
erect and considered another view. Jack
was a very clever surgeon. If he had money
ho could afford to start as a specialist with
a house in Brook street or Harley street.
He could afford to wait for patients pa-

tients who could pay big fees and still
maintain hi3 connection with the hospital
to keep his hand In and continue learning,
for either surgeon or physician, to continue
expert, must continue to learn whilst he
continues to practise. Then, without any
screwing or pinching, she could help both
sisters and brothers.

And why was Jack Urquhart not wealthy?
For the most foolish little reason In the
wor.d. Another person was less than a
month older than he a person who ap-

parently had lived In sloth, luxury and dis-
sipation, who was of no use to anybody,
and whose life now lay trembling In the
balance. And the balance in her hand!
Mr. Golding, the operating surgeon, had ex-

pressed a fear that he could not live
through the night if his heart was not
kept steadily beating with Injections of
ether. She had not told Jack that. Why
had she not told Jack that?

Yes, the balance of Cecil Urquhart's life
was in her hand! And her heart began to
beat wildly, furiously, with the thought,
the possibility, that hammered in her brain.
The balance was in her hand, and she could
tilt It this way or that towards life or
towards death. And all she need do was
nothing. To refrain from doing anything!
If she kept away from the bed with the
screen about it that was all, and none need
be any the wiser.

She started to her feet, with her night
list In her hand. Number Ave was set down
for a poultice every two hours; number
ten for an egg beaten in milk every three,
and that had to be carefully poured into
his mouth, because an operation had been
performed on his tongue; and so forth. and
so on. She moved noiselessly about to ful-
fill these duties. In and out among the
heds, and up and down1 the ward, gliding
like a mlnlsterins: anjel of light and sooth-
ing and peace.
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measured dose from her hand. Involuntar-
ily he shook his head at the bitter taste
of It.

"Nasty stuff, Isn't It?" she murmured
softly, tucking the bedclothes about him.
"Now go to sleep again."

"Thank you, nurse," six murmured.
"You are kind."

Thus she went from one bed to another
of those who were set down for medicine.
Then she turned to her heavier, more dis-
agreeable duties, and, had you seen her en-

gaged on them you would have said that
never surely could there be a more capable,
more calm or more resolute nurse than
she. As her person was Instinct with grace
and gentleness, so her every action was
marked with the ease and certainty of
knowledge; her every movement was un-
hesitatingly, unhasting. swift and sure.

Yet she scracely knew what she did. Her
nerves were thrilling with excitement and
her heart was besieged with a nameless
horror. As she moved about among the
beds she seemed for the time to give all
her attention to each, but she was awara
all the while of only one the one she never
approached, the one secluded by a screen,
where a man lay, pale and motionless, his
life feebly, feebly fluttering, panting, strug-
gling like a weak, wounded nestling in tho
hand, and that hand hers.

Her round of duties accomplished for the
occasion, she sat down again at her table
behind the screen. She had a book, and
she loved to read, but the page was blurred
with a picture of a bed with a screen about
It. Wa3 the man dead? There on the table
before her were the ether and the little
hypodermic syringe which she should have
used. They accused her of neglect of duty,
of crime! She opened tho bottle and
poured a little of the ether away. And
then she suddenly recognized what was
the horror that possessed her heart; It was
horror of herself! Her better, her true
self seemed to become detached from her,
to stand aloof and to view her with loath-
ing!

"It Is for Jack's sake!" she protested to
herself. "For my poor brothers' and sis-
ters sakes!" .

But her better self was not to be thus
quieted. And the hours were so long and
silent and dark. She did not dare to look
at the time lest she should discover how
many half-ho- ur periods she had missed;
but she felt certain she ought to be think-
ing again of her poultices and other things.
And her heart swelled up with compassion
and pity for the helpless patients around
her, in revulsion from the wrong she was
doing to the one behind the screen.

""Poor, poor creatures!" she murmured.
"We are all poor creatures!" And tears
filled her eyes.

She had risen from her table and was
approaching the fire to begin her poultlca
making when she saw the door qf the Ward
softly open and admit a tall figure. Her
heart stood still and froze with terror.
Who was the visitor? Was it some one
come to discover, not what she had done,
but what she had omitted to do? The
figure a man's had come quite near be-

fore she discovered that it was Jack Ur-quhar- t3.

"Why," she exclaimed, "It surely is not
near morning yet?"

"Near morning? No! " he answered.
"Why should you think It was?" And he
looked at her closely.

"Because you sail you would come back
when it wa3 near morning. What time Is
it, then?" she asked.

"Don't you know?" said he. "I haven't
been gone much more than half an hour
from you."

She gazed at him an instant In bewil-
derment. Then, as in helpless surrsnder,
she set down the pan in which she pre-

pared poultices.
"Why," she said, "I have done my round

of things once, and I was going to do
them again!"
J "Something has upset you, my dear
Mary," said he. "You are not yourself.
Come and sit down."

When he had led her back to her table
behind the screen, she asked, "What has
brought you back so soon?"

"Well," he answered, "I don't quite
know. I couldn't keep from thinking of
Cecil, poor chap. It worries me. He's
very low, and It would never do for h!m
to die here, In our hand3. How Is he?"

She looked at him with terror In her face;
but she answered truthfully, as if he were
a Judge:

"I don't know!"
Then he looked very serious, and the

ruüMlnes3 of his cheek changed to gray-ne- ss

before her eagerly watching eyes.
She knew that Jack Urquhart had had
very lofty and scrupulous views of duty,
and she feared him. at that moment. lie
said nothing for an Instant, but he laid a
firm hand on her knee, while he faintly
sniffed the air that was strong with ether.

"You've spilt some ether, Mary," said
ho. softly; "It must have got to your head,
and you've forgotten to give him his in-
jection."

She made no answer, but she watched
him take the bottle of ether and the hypo-
dermic syringe and depart. She sat quite
still. In shame and wretchedness. When
he returned, her eyes were wet and her
hands were folded In her lap.

"Is he all right?" she asked, giving voice
to her agony of distress.

Ye3." he said, seriously and softly, "I
think he Is."

"Oh, Jack, Jack," she whispered, "I am
so glad so glad!" And she laid her asms
on the table, and her face on her arms,
and sobbed.

M,Sh! 'sh, Mary!" he murmured, laying
his hand on her hair and stroking It softly.
'You've upset yourself terribly, my dear.

Shall I find the matron and tell her that
you don't feel fit to go through the night?"

"Oh, no, no. Jack!" she answered, reso-
lutely, seeking to recover herself. "Let
me stay please' let me stay! I'll be all
right presently! But I must tell you, dear

I must what an awful creature I've been!
I did not want him to live, and I wanted
you to be rich!" '"Don't, my sweetheart, say any more
about it!" said Jack, "I perfectly under-
stand. Something told me that that sort
of thing had entered your dear head. But,
Mary, my love, the only riches I want Is
you; and we want Cecil to live don't we?
And we'll do all we can to make him live."

"Oh, yes, Jack yes!" she answered. "Oh,
my dear, my dear; how much better than
me you are! And how good you are to me!
You don't hate me, do yu? Tou don't
Icathe me?"

"My own sweetheart! My darling!" he
protested with warmth. "Hate you for
half-an-hou- rs mad thought?"

"But I meant him to die!" said she. "Is
not that as bad as if I killed him?" ,

"I hope not!" said he. "And now we must
do our very best to keep him going and get
him well." He paused: and then he said
very seriously he had no thought of being
eloquent, but he spoke from his heart "I
think that our profession is the noblest and
finest in the world: and I would not ex-
change the pleasure of belonging to it, and
helping people by means of it, no, not for
all the wealth In the world!"

"How dear and noble and beautiful you
are. Jack!" murmured Mary, seizing his
hands and kissing them. "I have been very
wiclied! But I waa frightened and oh,
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"Please God' he murmured, "you sha'n't
be poor when we are married."

"I don't care if we are. Jack," she an-

swered; "I don't care If we are!"
There was the sound of an opening door.

It was the house surgeon on his night
round. Jack started forward to meet him.

"I have discovered that the accident that
was brought in to-nig-ht and that Golding
operated on Is my cousin."

"Your cousin?"
"He's very low needs constant attention
and-- I want to stay by him; there's no of-

ficial objection, Is there?"
"None at all, old chap, that I know of,"

said the houso surgeon.
Jack remained there all the night and de-

voted himself assiduously to keeping the
flame of his cousin's life alight; and by
morning the danger of Its extinction was
past.

When he sat down to breakfast, in a
pleasant sense of triumph, he took up the
morning newapapcr. It was not his habit
to turn .first to the births, marriages and
deaths columns, but that morning he did.
This caught bis eye

"Urquhart On the th Inst, at the Rook-
ery, Brighton; Sir Richard Urquhart, Bart.,
of Laldlaw Hall, Northampton," in his sevent-

y-eighth year."
So Jack's cousin was now Sir Lecil Urqu-

hart, and he himself Jack Urquhart was
now the heir, the next in succession! "Was

it to find him out and to tell him these
things that Cecil had been In the neigh-

borhood of the hospital the evening before?
It was. Tnat Jack learned from his cous-

in as soon as he was able to converse.
"And I've had a very narrow squeak,"

said Sir Cecil, "haven't I?"
"A very narrow squeak, Indeed!" an-

swered Jack. "And If it hadn't been for
tho nurse over there well, you'd not be
talKlng to me now."

"I am exceedingly Indebted to her," said
Sir Cecil, with deep feeling. "She looks
very nice and very pretty," he added, with
the casual interest of an invalid.

"She is," said Jack, with Interest. "She
is going to be my wife."

"Oh?"
"I'll Introduce you presently. I've got

an appointment in India, and we are going
out together."

"What?" complained Sir Cecil. "Going
away as soon as I've found you? Why
don't you set up as a surgeon in the West
End?"

"I can't afford to," answered Jack, frank-
ly. "To do that needs money; and I have
none."

"But I have," said Sir Cecil at once,
"and I owe you a great deal. Look here,
Jack. I'll confess I've been a selfish,
thoughtless beggar. It never occurred to
me that you were grinding along without
any coin while I was playing at ducks and
drakes. Now that I've come into the
property, you aro the heir, of course."

"You'll marry," said Jack; "and there'll
be an heir to displace me very soon."

"I don't Intend to marry! A-inn- er like
me marry? Never! But, in any case, I
mean to settle an Income on you. Jack.
Do you think you could set up in a small
house somewhere in the West, and start
a good practice on 2,000 a year?

"Rather!" answered Jack. "Oh, here she
Is!" he explained, as Mary came down the
ward and was about to pass with a glance
and a smile. He stepped out, and brought
her forward. "Miss Linton," said he, "I
want you to know my cousin Cecil."

And Sir Cecil smiled with pleasure on
Nurse Mary while Mary looked gravely
and with beating heart at the man whom
in a dark, mad moment she had abandoned
to death.

TUB LITEUAllY LABORER.

He Save IIIh Strength When He
Avoids n Winter Climate.

From Maurice Thompson's "My Winter
Garden."
But all play and no work would be too

great a stress of luxury, even in the low
country. I have found literary labor far
more easy and satisfactory here than in a
higher latitude. By shifting my home so
as to be throughout the year virtually
within the periphery of summer I am able
to have, almost every day, my full meas-
ure of outdoor exercise and free access to
the solitude of wild nature. To the seden-
tary craftsman this means a great deal, in
both recreation of mind and refreshment of
body. What Is food for one may be poison
for another; but there Is a general rule, a
law of biology, which cannot be dodged by
any of us the law known to the fowls of
the air and the beasts of the field namely,
that life depends upon waste and renewal.
Ho who labors with the brain wastes vital-
ity without stint; he sows with the sack,
and he must renew his fund of energy Just
as generously and frequently as he fflves it
out. This he cannot do in a boreal climate.
Bitter cold weather Is mightily stimulating
to him who habitually lives out in it, but
the desk man, the sedentary artist, must
work in a warm air. During our Northern
winter our libraries and studios are neces-
sarily superheated; therefore, when we go
forth from their atmosphere directly into
air forty degrees below freezing tempera-
ture, the change is too sudden and extreme
for recreational effect. Nor can any degree
of precaution reduce the risk to the line of
safety. Nature has not built us for such
violent strains upon our most delicate or-
gansthe eyes, ears, nose, throat, bronchial
tubes and lungs. Not only does the atro-
cious cold immediately affect those organs
when suddenly applied to them while they
are attempered to suit a furnace-heate- d

atmosphere, but It paralyzes every pore
of the skin and thrusts back Into the blood
a load of waste tissue.

In my winter garden we have no such
plunges from heat to cold. During the
chilliest weather I write by an open fire,
and when I fling aside the pen for the bow
or the fishing rod the change from the at-
mosphere of the study to the open air is
but a sweetly tonic experience, which goes
through my brain like a gust of song. No
swaddling in furs, no grasping, no icy in-

halations, no numbing feet or lleece-glove- d

hands; we hold our shoulders back and
breathe as if the draught were something
to make one greedy beyond reserve.

Doubtless the Southern summer added to
the Southern winter would enervate us; but
the birds found out eons ago that a swing-
ing life, alternating summer in a high lati-
tude with winter in the warm South, af-
ford the climatic Influences necessary to
perfect health.

Prize Elockhend.
Springfield Republican.

The prize blockheads among the census
enumerators are reported from Indianap-
olis, Ind. Among the queries on the blanks
was this: "Length of residence." Several
enumerators misunderstood the question
and returned such answers as "20 by 40,"
"7b feet," and the like. Albany, N. Y., is
so cut up over the fact that the census
shows a falling off in population that tho
local enumerators are being roundly de-
nounced as drunken men and incompetents,
and a recount is demanded..

To m. Fountain Pen.
Bottomless fountain cf exquiaite wow

Why do I struggle to clean and to fill.
Seeking to regulate ebbing and flow?

Deep are your waters and horribly still.

Flatterer, why do you always beg-I-n

To mark with precUion the words of my brain,
Only to waver, and. watery, thin.

Return to your primitive blazUcnees again.

Graved on my roul Is a story of dread-O- nce

in the night lli I wake with a sonnet
Hot T the mouth, and I rpranr from my bed.

Seized you, got paper, and scribbled upon it.

Cold was the air and my body was frozen.
Couldn't find match poetical passion

Brooked no deHy In deliclousiy chosen
Periods scribbled I after a fashion.

Crept back to bed with a l?h of relief.
Knowing the world would b st lrred to its soul

Heading sonnet eurpalns belief.
Which from a ealad of lobster I stole.

Ah. in the morn In, perfidious Jade!
What did I find of my beautiful sonnet?

A cold In my head was the price that I paid
For a sheet with illegible scratching urea It!

Ilnnster that rptts when I ask you to write.
Her da I end ycur cctr-.rtt- bla fCiy

Tui do I tir.lih rr-- r mutinous r-- Ite

JL3 a tT-- C3 cJ 1;V3 I rrrrrr--t rcu ta i::!!rl
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SEQUEL TO BLADEI7GBTOO.

Acts of Vandalism Committed In
1Vshingtoa by the Ilrltish.

Doubtless the British army made Its en-
trance into the city of Washington at the
terminus of Maryland avenue. This thor-
oughfare connects with the turnpike road
leading from Bladensburg, from which
point It runs direct to the Capitol. The
first act of vandalism (which may have
been Justifiable) was the burning of a
hcuse a few squares northeast of the Capl-tc- l,

from which a shot was fired that killed
General Ross's horse. It was evidently
aimed (from ambush) at the general him-
self. In retaliation the house was burned.

Soon after the army reached the Capi-
tol, which was Immediately surrounded and
fired. Into until It became evident that no
enemy was lurking in its corridors or secret
recesses. It was then occupied by the
troops, who were flushed with victory and
fired with zeal by the conflagration al-

ready started. Before applying the torch,
however, a deliberative meeting a genuine
mock congress was organized in the hall
of the House of Representatives by General
Ross, who escorted Admiral Cockburn to
the chair. After the formal organization
was effected the speaker (pro tempore) put
the question: "Shall this harbor of Yan-

kee democracy be burned? All for it say
aye!" The vote was unanimously in the af-

firmative. Immediately rockets were fired
through the roof, while preparations for
the torch were zealously entered into. The
woodwork of the interior was hastily torn
off and piled in the center of the hall, while
books and valuable papers from the library
of Congress, with pictures and palnting3
from the walls, were made to serve as
kindling. From" this beginning the whole
Interior of the building was soon enveloped
In flames.

The Capitol was then left to its fate,
which, fortunately, was favored by a
heavy rainstorm that followed in the early
evening, which had the effect at least to
save from more serious injury the outer
walls of the building. The Executive Man-

sion (White House) was next visited with
destruction, but not until after the rioters
had feasted on tho bountiful repast that
had been prepared by the good lady of
that establishment for the officers of the
American army, in anticipation of a vic-
tory at Bladensburg. But when they (the
officers) came they were too much pressed
for time to give atention to social honors
of that character. It Is said that in re-

building the Executive Mansion it was
found necessary, In-orde- r to brighten up
Its smoked and blackened walls, to resort
to white paint; hence the beautiful sou-

briquet, "White House' that must go
down to posterity as one of the results of
the British invasion and capture of Wash-
ington.

Between the Capitol and the White
House the victors halted long enough com-
pletely to destroy the office of the National
Intelligencer, the leading paper of tho
c'.ty, which, although private property, was
thus severely remembered because of its
championship of a vigorous prosecution of
the war. The building itself was only
srared the torch at the earnest entreaty of
citizens whose property immediately ad-

joined the Intelligencer office and must
inevitably suffer from Its burning.

In 1S33 the venerable Richard Rush, then
the only survivor of the Madison Cabinet,
and who accompanied his chief and other
government officials In their hasty retreat
ficm tho city, wrote a friend: "I have in-

deed to this hour the vivid Impression
upon my eye of columns of flame and
smoke ascending through the night of the
21th of August (1S14) from the Capitol,
President's house and other public edifices,
as the whole were on fire, some burning
F?owly, others with bursts of flame and
sparks mounting high upon the dark hori-
zon."

It is creditable to the British govern-
ment and its leading journals to know that
these acts of vandalism were severely cen-

sured at the time and during the years that
have since intervened. It Is true there was
general rejoicing over the victory at
Bladensburg, and, indeed, that was only
justice to the valor of the officers and. men
who won the signal victory on the field,
but the destruction of our national Capitol
and other buildings devoted to the arts of
peace, was not nor never will be approved
by civilized man. The London Statesman,
in an early issue after the true character
cf the capture was known to its editorial
staff, had the following to say: "Willingly
would we throw a viel of oblivion over our
transactions at Washington. The Cossacks
spared Paris, but we spared not the Cap-

itol of America." And only recently Mar-

quis de Fontenay Is credited with the fol-

lowing concerning one of the desecendants
of the principal actor in the capture and
destruction of Washington, in which he,
too, refers with a blush of shame -- to the
important affair:

"Colonel Ross, of Bladensburg, who has
just been appointed chief commissioner of
the Dublin police force, is tho grandson of
that General Ross who defeated the Ameri-
cans at the battle of Bladensburg in 1814,

an exploit which was followed by the cap-

ture of Washington, the public buildings
of which, comprising the Capitol, the Na-

tional library, the Executive Mansion, were
destroyed. This act of vandalism has been
condemned by all English historians in
the very strongest terms. General Ross
held Washington for only twenty-fou- r
hours, and was killed a few days later In
a skirmish before Baltimore.

"The British government was more spar-

ing in its distribution of rewards to mili-

tary commanders in those days than fn
the present time. Perhaps, too, it felt
ashamed of the Washington episode. At
any rate, the only reward which the fam-

ily of General Ross obtained, the only
recognition of his sen-ices-

, was the grant
of a royal warrant conferring the right
to thenceforth tack the name of Bladens-
burg on to their patronymic."

A brief reference to one of the incidents
of the destruction of Washington may
suffice to end this series of letters: After
burning the buildings of the government
arsenal at Greenleafs Point (within the
city) a zealous "firebug" conceived the
Idea of burning the "well" Into which he
proceeded to cast a fiery brand. The well
was "loaded" so his efforts were not in
vain. "It went off" and with it much of
the enthusiasm that had been running riot
for some hours before. In the hurry of the
evacuation the well had offered a con-

venient hiding place for a few tons of am-

munition which might have been even more
profitably expended at Bladensburg. it
now came In, however, for its full share
of glory. An immense crater was hastily
formed in the midst of the rollicking van-
dals and many a valiant red-co- at "bit
the dust". In the most literal sense of the
expression. The list of casualties was
never fully known, but a score or more
would probably be a conservative estimate.
An officer of the British array who was
a witness to the scene, in reporting to a
London paper, wrote: "One house was un-

roofed and the walls of two others
which had been burned an hour before
were shaken down. Large pieces of
earth, stones, bricks, shells, etc, burrt !r.to
th3 nir tzYAzz t.-.-crj U3 L!:J r: 1
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And Cleanse the Scalp of Crnstss

4

Scales, and Dandruff by
Shampoos with

And light dressings with CUTICURA, purest o2

emollient and greatest of skin cures. This
treatment at once stops falling hair, removes

.crusts, scales; and dandruff, soothes irritated,
itching surfaces, stimulates the hair follicles,
supplies the roots with energy and nourishment,'
and makes the hair grow upon a sweet, whole-- !
some, healthy scalp when all else fails
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M
USE CUTICURA SOAP, assisted by Cuticura Ointment,'

great skin cure, for preservings purifying, and beau-

tifying: the skin, for cleansing the scalp of crusts, scales, and
dandruff, and the stopping of falling hair, for softening, whiten-
ing, and soothing red, rough, and sore hands, for baby rashes,
itchings, and chafings, in the form of baths for annoying irritations
and inflammations, or too free or offensive perspiration, in the
form of washes for ulcerative weaknesses, and many sanative
antiseptic purposes which readily suggest themselves to women
and mothers, and for all the purposes of the toilet, bath, and
nursery. No amount of persuasion can induce .those who have
once used these great skin purifiers and beautifiers to use any
others. CUTICURA SOAP combines delicate emollient prop-

erties derived from CUTICURA, the great skin cure, with the
purest of cleansing ingredients and the most refreshing of flower
odors. No other medicated soap is to be compared with it for
preserving, purifying, and beautifying the skin, scalp, hair, and
hands. No other foreign or domestic toilet soap, however expen-

sive, is to be compared with it for all the purposes of the toilet,
bath, and nursery. Thus it combines in ONE SOAP at ONE
PRICE, viz TWENTY-FIV-E CENTS, the BEST skin and
complexion soap,' the BEST toilet and baby soap in the world.
Complete External and Internal Treatment for Every Humor.

OotuifltiDg of Cuticura Boat (S&c), to clens th skia of trniu o4

nimrws ccIes Dl often the thickened cuticle; Cctictba CrxrvCT (50c.).
II to Inetantly allay itcbtnr, inflammation, and Irritation, andaoolh and
lUVDUlu Gu heal; and Cuticuka ExaotrzaT (50c). to cool and elaaaMtba blood.

A Sixeui Bit 1 often sufficient to care the moet torraring', dUSjurtaf,
TIIC OCT CI 0C and hamlliatlDf kln.eealp, and blood hnmora, with loe of hair, whea
IHK. OL 1

1 4ltlU all Im falle. Pottib Dbco axz Cni.Cor., Hole I'ropa., BotUtru
Bow to Have Clear Complexion, tiott White lland, and Luxuriant H&lr," free.

MOOMNGIltch and Felt, Trinidad Anphalt, Gravel Hoof-
ing, 2 nnd 8-p- ly ready rocllng. State Agent
for 1. S: 11. liuerIod Hooting.

HENRY C. HMITHER
310 W. MARYLAND ST.

Midway Senate Avenue and Missouri Street
Both 'Phones 837.

The groans of the people almost burled
In the earth, or with leg3 and arms broken,
and the sight of pieces of bodies lying
about was a thousand times more dis-

tressing than the loss we met In the field
the day before." W. IL RAGAX.

aiAiiciiEsrs sixgixg lkssons.
IIow Sbe Proceed with a Timid

You ii ff neffinner.
Madamo Marches'!, In Harper's Bazar.

I will now give the first singing lesson
and ppeak a3 though a new pupil were be-
töre me

"You are frightened, my dear young lady.
Don't be alarmed; you will get on very
well. Stand upon tho platform, please, ar.d
settle firmly on both feet; do not hang your
head, but keep it up naturally. Hold up
your head, I say. You stoop too much; put
your arms behind your back so that the
chest may be free. Now take a breath.
No, not so. That was but a half breath.
You must take a deep breath and not ex-
pel the breath too rapidly. Xo, that wih
not do. I win count. While taking breath
I shall count ten. while holding it five,
while slowly expelling it ten. Good, very
good. Now open your mouth. "Why that
grinning smile? That gives the volx
blanche the white voice, the tone striking
the soft palate. Open your mouth natural-
ly; the lower Jaw must be depressed, as
the upper Jaw is motionless. Good. Now
attack the tone by drawing together the
vocal cords; take care that when you at-
tack it no air comes forth; do not strike
the tone so hard. That is an exaggerated
coup de glotte and sounds harsh. Strike
the tone once again. That is right. Now
let us study the passage from one register
to another. Try to sing the last tone of the
chest register as softly as possible bo that
ihe transition to the middle register be Im-
perceptible, and do likewise in respect to
the transition from the middle to the head
register. It is not to be expected In the
beginning that the registers be connected
and made even, but attention must be di-

rected to that end, which must eventually
be attained through practice. Sing for me
first two. then three, then four, then five
tones. Good. That will be suSclent for to-
day. During the first month do not prac-
tice at home, to that I may keep watch of
your breathing, your attack and your
passage from register to register It is im-

possible that in :x single lesson you should
comprehend the method, and through mis-
directed study you. might undo all I have
taught you. Remain here, however, and
follow the instruction imparted to other
pupils. You will learn much thereby, and
what is ttranse to-d- ay will become familiar
ty lltrr.lrj to-merr- The first hour's
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There is no poison so highly contagious,
so deceptive and so destructive. Don't be
too sure you are cured because all external
signs of the disease have disappeared, and
the doctor says you arc well. Many per-
sons have been dosed with Mercury end
Potash for months or years, and pro-
nounced cured to realize when too Jits
that the disease was only covered up

Uko Bonds UUo.
out again, and to their sorrow and mortifi-
cation find those nearest and dearest to
them have been infected by this loath-son- ic

disease, for no other poison is
surely transmitted from parent to child
as this. Often a bad case of Rheumatism,
Citarrh, Scrofula or severe skin disease,
an old sore or ulcer developing in middte
life, can be traced to blood poison cca--
ifciriy Tl-- f Of --Vo P--- -t.

life, for it remains smoldering in the sys-
tem forever, unless properly treated and
driven out in the beginning. S. S. S. b
the only antidote for this peculiar virus,
the only remedy known that can over-
come it and drive it out of the blood, and
it docs this so thoroughly and effectually
that there is never a return of the discos s
to embarrass or humiliate yon afterwards.

cures Contagious Blood
Toison in any and all

SX stages; contains no

r,' i rv j rs ;- mm m av s s v s your constitution ; it is
purely vegetable and the only blood puri-
fier known that cleanses the blood and
at the same time build up the cenerrd ,

health.
Our little book on contagious b!ccd

poison is the most complete and inrtruc--
tivc ever issued: it not only tells all
about this disease, but also how to cure
yourself at home.

' It b free and should
be in the hands of everyone seeking q
cure. Send for it

THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO. ATUST A. CJL

PHYSICIANS.

OR. C I. FLCTCHCn.
HES;DlLNCE-l-- :3 North PenmylvacU trtc.
ÜKICB-X-U South HerUlAO itrtLptnc Hour t to 1 a. ta. : 2 to 4 p. tx; 7 ta 0

p. m. Tphonea Office. 7; rldttyc. !.

Dr. W. B. Fletcher's SANATC::iU::
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